FIRST CONTACT WITH THE TURKS     7
now only a few yards away, were forced to evacuate
and retreat. I had one glorious half-hour, for in front
of me the Turks had to go first and we mowed them
down in bundles as they staggered away over the flooded
ground. Then we retired. We were wet to the arm-
pits. An ice-cold wind came sweeping down from the
snows on the great mountains of the Pushti-Ku. Obli-
vious of the snipers' bullets, all night we paced to keep
alive, or huddled under ground-sheets in little holes
that we scratched in the sodden ground. Dawn came
cold and cheerless with a grey sky. An informal truce
prevailed as we dug ourselves into safety where the
ground was not water-logged. Many of the Indians
were frozen stiff; and for myself my hands had swollen
up like great potatoes, and the scratches and scars stood
out on them black and beastly like eyes in potatoes.
The sun 1 We prayed for the sun. Like a grey inverted
bowl the clouds slowly swung back, and the sun came
out, and then as we felt its first joy of warmth the clouds
swung back again grey and dreary as before.
The enemy had gone back a thousand yards, and
between us there was a sea of water. The danger of
attack was over. The hope of success was dying. The
long siege settled down to its dull, grey monotony. It
became as eventless as a schoolboy's diary. There was
no.rest, no going back to comfortable billets as in France,
but always the crack and flip of snipers' bullets and
the drone of shells. The hospital gave no protection
to the wounded, for it was bombed and fired on. It
was no more than an Arab house, with staff offices and
gun emplacements on all sides of it.

